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STRIKES  BACK! 


EDITORIAL 

OPINION 

FEATURES 

BREAKING  NEWS 

Alex  attacks 

Jacob  scares  the 

Mathlete  of  the 

Princess  Diana 

modern  music  in 

hell  out  of  us! 

Week,  Quotable 

killed  in  tragic 

this  exclusive 

Potables,  and 

accident! 

Nexus  article! 

much,  much  more! 

We  got  it  first! 

The  Tenfold  Nexus  Statement  of  Purpose 

1 .  To  wipe  the  floor  with  that  Veritas  rag. 

2.  To  use  the  word  "'poop"'  at  least  once  an  issue. 

3.  To  spread  rumors  and  destroy  people's  lives. 

4.  To  discover  why  the  school's  toilet  paper  is  so  damn  thin. 

5.  To  finally  get  Normand's  recipes  using  the  finest  in  investigative  journalism. 

6.  To  serve  as  a  place  where  Mr.  Shannon  can  write  1 8  000  word  essays  about  the  joy  of 
banjo-ing  using  words  largely  made  up  by  himself  (isn't  that  just  scrumdelicious?). 

7.  To  shamelessly  plug  things,  people,  places,  products  or  ideas  that  the  editors  like. 
(Kraft  Dinner  rules!  And  Arnold  thinks  Kevin  Pollack  is  dreamy). 

8.  To  serve  as  a  place  where  any  student  or  teacher  can  express  his  or  her  opinion. 

9.  To  use  "to  be"  as  little  as  possible  (Thanks  Mr.  Shannon). 

10.  To  end  this  list  at  ten. 

If  you  should  care  to  submit  to  Nexus,  e-maU  Alex  Gatien  (  alexgatien(g)Jiotmail.com ) 

Arnold  Engel  (  amold.engelfSemergis.com )  or  Saro  Setrakian  (  saro  1 6@Jiotmail.com ) 

Failing  that,  you  can  just  give  the  article  to  one  of  the  editors,  preferably  on  diskette. 
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EDITORIAL 

THE  DOWNFALL  OF  NORTH  AMERICAN  MUSIC 


By  Alex  Gatien 

After  attending  an  amazing  Travis 
concert  last  night,  I've  decided  to  write  this 
article  about  the  downfall  of  North  American 
music.  Rock  and  roll  isn't  dead,  I  know  that 
because  I  heard  it  last  night,  but  it  certainly 
seems  to  have  gone  into  some  form  of 
hibernation.  Now  I  don't  mean  to  offend 
anybody,  but  is  it  just  me  or  does  the  huge 
majority  of  music  these  days  absolutely  suck? 
Besides  U2,  Radiohead,  and  Travis,  I  can't 
recall  a  new  video  that  I've  seen  in  the  past 
year  and  actually  enjoyed  the  music. 

One  of  the  main  problems  is  that  many 
bands,  rappers,  and  singers  have  forgotten 
that  generally  you're  supposed  to  play  your 
own  instnmients.  Boy  bands  are  the  worst 
offenders  in  this  category.  Synchronized 
dancing  is  something  that  just  has  to  go.  I 
swear  if  this  keeps  up  I'm  going  to  pull  an 
Elvis  and  blast  my  television  away  with  a  .44 
Magnum.  I've  never  been  able  to  understand 
how  bands  like  N'Sync  and  The  Backstreet 
Boys  have  been  able  to  rocket  up  to 
superstardom,  while  talented  singers  and 
bands  like  Grant  Lee  Phillips,  Frank  Black, 
Stephen  Malkmus,  and  Mojave  3  continue  to 
wither  in  the  land  of  obscurity. 

So  we  move  on  to  rap.  I  for  one  have 
never  seen  the  appeal  of  rap  in  any  way, 
shape  or  form.  I  just  find  it  annoying  and  am 
getting  really  sick  of  the  videos.  I  especially 


hate  kid  rappers;  they're  just  like  child  actors 
except  even  more  annoying. 

There's  Nu-Metal,  which  in  my  eyes  is 
worse  than  rap.  Can  anybody  understand  what 
is  going  on  in  a  Slipknot  song?  I  know  they're 
railing  against  suburbia,  but  all  their  songs  are 
the  same;  they're  incomprehensible  and 
chaotic.  All  in  all,  they  just  plain  suck. 

Then  there's  Nu-Punk,  which  isn't  as 
bad  as  the  rest  of  current  mainstream  music 
contenders.  But  is  it  just  me  or  is  this 
staggeringly  repetitive  music?  I  find  rap,  pop, 
and  metal  repetitive,  but  with  modem  punk,  1 
can't  tell  the  songs  apart. 

Finally,  there's  rock,  which  at  the 
moment  seems  to  be  contained  largely  to 
Train,  which  sound  like  a  really,  really  bad 
version  of  Better  Than  Ezra. 

Luckily,  good  music,  at  least  in  my 
eyes,  still  exists  in  many  places;  you  just  have 
to  look  for  it.  Back  in  the  glory  days  of  the 
early  nineties,  mainstream  music  was  actually 
good.  Sure,  there  were  bands  like  New  Kids 
on  the  Block  and  solo  performers  like  Vanilla 
Ice  and  MC  Hammer,  but  bands  like  Pearl 
Jam  and  Nirvana  ruled  the  stage,  radio,  and 
TV.  Today,  bands  like  Built  to  Spill, 
Drugstore,  Frank  Black,  and  The  Catholics 
confinue  to  produce  very  solid  tunes;  it's  just 
that  nearly  everyone  I  meet  has  never  heard  of 
them.  Still,  I  hope  that  good  mainstream  rock 
isn't  dead,  just  in  hibernation. 


Where's  bin  Waldo? 
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OPINION 

THE  SEL  WYN  HOUSE  WIMPS 


By  Jacob  Harris 

How  many  of  you  know  how  to  deliver 
a  punch?  Not  a  measly  blow  to  the  arm,  but  a 
solid  jab  or  hook  to  the  face?  Of  those  who  do 
know  how  to  punch  someone,  how  many  of 
you  actually  have?  Finally,  of  all  those  who 
have  bothered  to  swing  such  a  punch  at  an 
individual,  how  many  have  walked  away  from 
it  without  looking  back  to  see  or  care  for  the 
condition  of  the  victim?  We  may  talk  big,  act 
big,  or  even  look  big,  but  would  we  be  able  to 
defend  ourselves  if  we  were  threatened? 
Would  we  be  able  to  survive? 

The  civil  community  of  Selwyn  House 
is  raising  good,  kind-hearted,  caring  people 
for  the  new  millennium,  people.';A\iiiQ )  will 
restrict  their  anger  and  not  deliver  that 
powerful  jab  to  another  man's  face.  These 
people  are  to  be  the  leaders  of  the  "New  Free 
World"  [Ed.:  well,  "world"  at  the  least],  a 
violent,  savage,  cruel  world  where  the  strong 
survive  and  the  weak  are  eaten  alive  by  the 
strong  [literally],  ki  the  dangerous  world  out 
there,  outside  of  the  comfy  classrooms  of 
SHS  [relatively  speaking],  people  who  are 
kind  and  forgiving  will  be  beaten  up,  people 
who  preach  pacifism  will  get  beaten  up,  and 
people  who  try  to  use  their  heads  before  their 
fists  will  have  their  heads  beaten  in.  To 
survive,  a  man  must  be  able  to  dish  out  what 
physical  statement  is  needed  without  regret  or 
remorse  for  the  consequences.  Essentially,  by 
teaching  us  to  behave  in  an  orderly  manner 
and  live  in  a  civil  community,  the  educators 
of  Selwyn  House  are  raising  us  as  wimps 
[couldn't  agree  more  *cough*]. 

"The  school  wouldn't  do  that!  They 
want  us  to  succeed!"  If  you  believe  that, 
consider  this:  would  vo!<  like  to  stand  between 
a  couple  of  adolescent  boys  playing  fisticuffs? 


What  if  they  were  knife  fighting?  I  do  not 
know  of  anyone  who  would  like  to  have  a  job 
that  involved  the  risk  of  a  knife  wound. 
Teachers  may  love  to  teach,  but  only  stupid 
teachers  would  risk  injuring  a  major  artery  to 
teach  kids.  The  smart  ones  go  to  teach  at 
private  schools  where  the  students  are  too 
scared  to  act  against  the  wishes  of  their 
superiors.  How  many  people  in  our  school 
have  directly  opposed  Ms.  Biggs?  [Two,  but 
they  were  crucified] 

There  is  one  major  reason  for  which 
there  has  not  been  any  forceful  opposition  to 
this  civil  society.  It  is  because  we  lack  girls.  If 
there  were  girls,  the  boys  would  be  more 
aggressive,  therefore  tougher,  and  possibly 
fight  in  an  attempt  to  get,  keep,  impress  or 
protect  a  girl.  Since  there  is  a  serious  lack  of 
estrogen  in  the  school,  there  is  also  a  serious 
lack  of  machismo  and  masculinity. 
Essentially,  without  women  to  fight  for,  we 
are  reduced  to  doomed,  cowardly  pacifists,  or 
as  some  might  put  it,  women.  [Note:  the 
opinions  expressed  by  Jacob  are  not 
necessarily  those  of  the  editors  of  this  paper.] 

To  summarize,  we  are  doomed  wimps. 
We  are  the  meek  that  shall  not  inherit  the 
Earth.  By  acting  peaceful  and  upholding  a 
respectable  society,  people  are  essentially 
fattening  themselves  up  for  the  slaughter 
when  they  depart  for  a  somewhat  less  proper 
school  [like  Marianopolis!].  Now,  if  I  know 
students,  they  will  proclaim  that  they  are 
tough,  puff  out  their  chests,  and  strut  around 
looking  as  powerfial  as  possible.  They  might 
even  say  they  will  beat  me  to  within  a 
millimetre  of  my  life  for  labelling  them 
wimps.  Let  me  ask  you  this:  How  many  of 
you  could  actually  keep  a  promise  like  that? 
[Five,  at  a  minimum] 
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QUOTABLE  POTABLES  by  Alex  Gatien 

A  collection  of  quotations  that  I  find  amusing  or  interesting 


"Jesse  Jackson,   a   former  U.S.   presidential 
contender,  urged  the  Taliban  'not  to  retreat 
into  isolation.'"  (Montreal  Gazette) 
Yes,  because  they  used  to  be  so  open  about 
their  feelings. 

"If  so,  well,  we'll  just  have  to  cut  his  head  off 
and  bury  him  somewhere,  'cause  it  goes 
without  saying  that  we  can't  turn  him  loose." 
(Fear  and  Loathing  hi  Las  Vegas) 
/  think  this  is  what  happened  to  all  the  kids 
who  have  been  "expelled"  over  the  years. 

-  Why'd  you  name  her  Esther?  That's  a  pretty 
frigging  stupid  name  for  a  chicken. 

-  Esther  was  my  wife's  name. 
(Niagara  Niagara) 

Never,  ever,  mock  people's  chicken  name 
choices. 

-  Where's  the  money,  Lucas? 

-  Joe,  the  money  is  gone. 

-  I  know  it's  GONE,  where's  it  gone  to? 

-  Atlantic  City. 

-  Atlantic  City? 
-Yeah. 

-  What's  it  DOING  in  Atlantic  City? 

-  Recirculating.  (Empire  Records) 

/  think  Walter  should  use  that  excuse  when 
people  ask  him  to  pay  them  back. 


"Maybe,  just  maybe  my  boys  could  pull  it  off 
Yeah,  and  maybe  I'm  a  Chinese  jet  pilot." 
(Army  of  Darkness) 

This  is  also  what  the  curling  team  thinks 
before  playing  a  game. 

"It  could  be  worse,  you  know.  A  woman 
could  cut  off  your  [censored]  while  you're 
sleeping  and  toss  it  out  the  window  of  a 
moving  car."  (Fight  Club) 
Wlienever  you  're  complaining  about  having 
too  much  homework,  just  think  about  that. 

-  Knock  it  off,  Juhe. 

-  What? 

-  I'm  not  a  cob  of  com,  so  you  can  stop 
butterin'  me  up.  (Pulp  Fiction) 

Quentin  Tarantino  tells  off  Samuel  L.  Jackson 
in  style. 

"I  wish  I  had  a  kryptonite  cross,  so  I  could 
keep  Dracula  and  Superman  away." 
(Saturday  Night  Live) 
Guess  what  I  want  for  Christmas. 


Contest! 


If  you  can  decipher  Arnold's  handwriting  or  you  have  a  hunch  as  to  what  he  wrote,  submit  your 
answer  to  the  editors  before  the  next  issue  for  amazing prizesl  The  person  with  the  most  correct 

"Arnold"  words  will  win  the  Grand  Prize! 
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INTERVIEW  WITH  DONALD  RUMSFELD 

Please  note  that  I  obviously  did  not  interview  Donald  Rumsfeld,  US  Secretary  of  Defense. 
Do  you  think  I  really  have  time  for  things  like  that? 


Engel:      Thank      you      for 

granting  us  this  interview.  So 

sir,  what  countries  will  the 

US  attack? 

Rumsfeld:     Most 

Afghanistan,    Iraq 

other  country  that 

terrorist  factions. 

Engel:     Can    you 

readers  right  here  and  now 

where  all  the  US  battleships 

and  aircraft  carriers  are? 

Rumsfeld:  I  have  a  feeling 

that  would  compromise  our 

military  strength. 

Engel:    So    you   mean   you 

don't    know    -    that's    very 

reassuring. 

Rumsfeld:     Of     course,     I 

know.  I  just  don't  want  our 

enemies  to  know. 

Engel:     Are    you    implying 

that  I  am  the  enemy? 

Rumsfeld:  No.  I  just  I  don't 

want  them  to  find  out. 


probably 
and  any 
supports 

tell    our 


Engel:  Do  you  think  you 
could  tell  us  the  location  of 
some  of  bin  Laden's 
hideouts?  You  do  plan  on 
bombing  those,  right? 
Rumsfeld:  I  have  a  feeling 
that  would  compromise  our 
military  strength. 
Engel:  Oh  yeah,  that. 
Rumsfeld:  Look;  the  United 
States  government  has  a 
sophisticated  plan  to  take 
down  the  terrorists  -  a  plan 
that  we  won't  reveal  to  the 
world  because  it  would  ruin 
the  element  of  surprise.  And 
in  the  improbable  case  that 
we  were  to  tell  the  world, 
nosy  journalists  like  you 
would  be  the  last  ones  on 
Earth  to  know. 

Engel:  What  about  telling  us 
where  the  President  goes 
when  they  say  "secret 
location"? 


Rumsfeld:  I  am  tired  of  your 
silly,  inane,  let's-tell-the- 
world-our-secrets  questions. 
You  journalists  are  all  the 
same.  Don't  you  care  that 
you  could  be  putting  the 
lives  of  millions  at  risk? 
Engel:  Ok,  ok,  touchy 
subject,  I  understand.  We'll 
move  onto  something  the 
American  public  is  more 
familiar  with.  Are  there  any 
new  sex  scandals  in 
Washington? 

Rumsfeld:  Are  you  telling 
me  that  people  actually  read 
this  Nexus  garbage? 
Engel:  So  there  you  have  it 
folks,  the  US  Secretary  of 
Defense  has  blessed  this 
newspaper  with  the  title  of 
Garbage.  Ah!  The  sweet 
smell  of  victory! 


NEXUS  PERPLEXUS 


By  Arnold  Engel 

During     a    recent     conversation     with 
Nathan   Vexler,   the   subject   drifted   toward 
tmst.  Nathan  blurted  out,  "Trust  people  more 
in  school."  Now  while  the  English 
doesn't  quite  make  sense,  I,  think  I 
understand  where  the  Natemaster  is 
coming  from.  We,  at  Selwyn,  should 
be  more  trusting. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  football 
season,     Mr.     Tom     Downey     was 


the  lines  of  yes  because  it  is  the  school's 

equipment.  Nevertheless,  I  decided  to  keep 

one  of  my  lockers  closed  but  not  locked.  Not 

only  does  this  save  time,  but  also 

builds  a  sense  of  team  to  know  that 

you  trust  everyone  else  and  they  can 

trust  you.  After  all,  trust  breeds  trust. 

So  far,  nothing  has  been  stolen 

or  "borrowed"  and  1  think  my  mini- 

Natedog  experiment  in  human  nature  is  going 


handing  out  locks  for  the  lockers.  I  asked  well.  Let's  try  to  keep  it  that  way.  [Ed.: 
whether  we  needed  the  locks  or  whether  they  Arnold's  locker  niunber  is  114,  but  who 
were  optional.  His  reply  was  something  along        wants  smelly  football  equipment  anyway?] 
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ATHLETE  OF  THE  WEEK 


This  week's  spotlight  is  on 
the  tenacious  student-mathlete 
Robbie  Campbell.  After  strong 
showings  in  the  Cayley,  Pascal, 
and  Gauss  math  contests,  Robbie 
looks  forward  to  taking  on  the 
Euclid  contest  this  year, 
h-onically,  Robbie  used  Euclidian 
geometry  and  mass  points 
theorem  in  order  to  prove  the 
elusive  Menellaus'  theorem. 
Robbie  recently  proved  Sir 
Lancelot's  theorem  in  addition  to 
Fermat's  "Little"  Theorem, 
describing  that  experience  as 
"one  of  the  greatest." 


"Proving  a  theorem 
for  me  is  like  scoring 
a  touchdown." 


When  pushed  to  reveal  the 
secret  of  his  successes,  he  balked 
by  claiming  that  his  discoveries 
were  too  secret  to  reveal  (secrets 
that  we  wouldn't  be  able  to 
understand  anyway).  He  looks 
forward  to  gaining  a  strong  base 
of  math,  a  formidable  challenge, 
so  he  can  advance  in  the  future. 
Robbie  will  have  to  sharpen  his 
pencils  this  year,  in  order  to  meet 
the  needs  of  the  very  demanding 
Mr.  Litvack  and  his  Grade 
Eleven  Calculus  class,  where 
competition  is  expected  to  be 
fierce. 


TOP  15  CHURCH  BULLETIN  MISTAKES 

Shamelessly  plagiarized  off  the  Internet 


15.  The  service  will  close  with  "Little  Drops 

of  Water."  One  of  the  ladies  will  start  quietly 

and  the  rest  of  the  congregation  will  join  in. 

14.  Thursday  night  -  Potluck  supper.  Prayer 

and  medication  to  follow. 

13.  Tuesday  at  4:00  PM  there  will  be  an  ice 

cream    social.    All    ladies   giving   milk   will 

please  come  early. 

12.   The   eighth   graders   will   be  presenting 

Shakespeare's     "Hamlet"     in     the     church 

basement    on    Friday    at     7:00    PM.     The 

congregation  is  invited  to  attend  this  tragedy. 

11.  Next  Sunday  a  special  collection  will  be 

taken  to  defray  the  cost  of  the  new  carpet.  All 

those  wishing  to  do  something  on  the  new 

carpet  will  come  forward  and  do  so. 

10.  Bean  suppers  will  be  held  on  Tuesday 

evening  in  the  church  hall.  Music  will  follow. 

9.    The    preacher   will    preach   his    farewell 

message,    after   which   the   choir  will   sing, 

"Break  Forth  With  Joy." 

8.  Remember  in  prayer  the  many  who  are  sick 

of  our  church  and  community. 


7.  The  church  is  glad  to  have  with  us  today  as 

our  guest  minister  the  Rev.   Shirley  Green, 

who   has   Mrs.   Green   with  him.   After  the 

service,  we  request  that  all  remain  in  the 

sanctuary  for  the  Hanging  of  the  Greens. 

6.Thursday    at    5:00    PM    there    will    be    a 

meeting  of  the  Little  Mothers  Club.  All  ladies 

wishing  to  be  "Little  Mothers"  will  meet  with 

the  Pastor  in  his  private  study. 

5.  This  being  Easter  Sunday,  we  will  ask  Mrs. 

Lewis  to  come  forward  and  lay  an  egg  on  the 

altar. 

4.  This  afternoon  there  will  be  a  meeting  in 

the   South   and  North   ends   of  the   church. 

Children  will  be  baptized  at  both  ends. 

3.  Don't  let  worry  kill  you  -  let  the  church 

help. 

2.  Wednesday  the  ladies  liturgy  will  meet. 

Mrs.  Johnson  will  sing  "Put  me  in  my  little 

bed"  accompanied  by  the  pastor. 

1.   The   ladies  of  the  church  have  cast  off 

clothing  of  every  kind.  They  can  be  seen  in 

the  church  basement  Saturday. 
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Arnie  Takes  On... 

GRADE  1 1 

So  it  is  finally  upon  us  -  the  year  of  the 
common  room,  the  headmaster's  stairs,  the 
front  entrance  and  the  year  of  the  dragon. 
Grade  1 1  means  that  no  older  student  can 
boss  me  around  when  I  am  writing  an  article  - 
the  choices  are  infinite:  (communism, 
censorship,  communism,  Normand's  food, 
communism).  But  actually,  I  have  never  had  a 
problem  with  censorship  or  for  that  matter 
Normand's  food.  Well,  I  guess  I  don't  have 
such  a  big  choice  after  all.  Oh  dear,  looks  like 
I  am  forced  to  spread  the  good  word  about 
sharing  and  loving  -  communist  style. 

Now  to  be  honest  -  my  first  exposure  to 
communist  rumours  was  in  Grade  8  when  I 
secretly  obtained  a  copy  of  the  Forum  (yes, 
Selwyn  had  a  serious  newspaper,  once)  that 
claimed  that  someone,  let's  call  him  X,  was  a 
communist.  There  was  no  proof  -  but  I 
believed  it  because  in  a  communist  state  there 
is  no  reason  to  lie,  cheat,  steal  or  deny.  That's 
common  sense,  right?  I  guess  some  covert 
CIA  squad  silenced  X,  because  I  never  heard 
any  more  rumours  about  him. 

While  I  am  on  the  topic,  Francesco  has 
assured  me  that  he  has  no  ties  to  the 
Communist,  Marxist  or  Leninist  Parties  of 
Canada.  Marco  Viglione  on  the  other  hand 
couldn't  quite  articulate  a  response. 


Real  Life  Math 

If  Najib  is  late  to  school  4  times  a  week  and 
Scott  forgets  to  shave  every  day  but  Tuesday, 
then  what  is  the  probability  that  Sherwin  will 
wear  a  pink  raincoat  on  a  Monday? 

From  the  Archives 

SOME  THINGS  NEVER  CHANGE 

Ten  years  ago  in  Nexus,  the  once  bi-monthly 
student/teacher  newspaper,  the  following 
features  were  issued: 

From  "Q  and  A  with  Mr.  Wearing",  1990 
Q.  When  will  all  the  students  be  able  to  sit  on 
chairs  at  assemblies? 
A.  Maybe  next  year! 

Q.  When  are  we  going  to  get  better  food? 

A.  Your  suggestion  about  tacos  will  be  passed 

on  to  Normand. 

From  "Heard  in  the  Halls",  1989 
"I  don't  understand.  Do  lost  kids  phone  in?" 

-  Mr.  Wearing  on  the  Childfind  Telethon 

"Hello,  we're  playing  with  our  nuts." 

-  Mr.  Moffat  at  the  Olympic  Basin 

"OK. .  .OKOKOK. .  .OKOK. .  .OK,  OK!" 

-  Mr.  Litvack 


RANDOM  THOUGHTS 


A  good  way  to  threaten  somebody  is  to  light  a 
stick  of  dynamite.  Then  you  call  the  guy  and 
hold  the  burning  fuse  up  to  the  phone.  "Hear 
that?"  you  say,  "That's  dynamite,  baby." 


I  think  a  good  gift  for  the  President  would  be 
a  chocolate  revolver... and  since  he's  so  busy, 
you'd  probably  have  to  run  up  to  him  real 
quick  and  give  it  to  him. 


I  love  to  go  to  the  schoolyard  and  watch  the 
children  jump  and  scream,  but  they  don't 
know  I'm  using  blanks. 


If  you're  a  young  Mafia  gangster  out  on  your 
first  date,  I  bet  it's  real  embarrassing  if 
someone  tries  to  kill  you. 
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Herd  in  the  Halls 


"Oh.  I  thought  it  was  some  kind  of  sex  toy." 

-  Mr.  Wearing 

"Like  a  moving  dildo?" 

-  Andrew  Hodhod 

"Just  start  stroking  his  arm  and  see  if  he 
leaves  the  class." 

-  Michael  Sterle-Contala 


"I  gave  you  a  sandwich,  you  pansy  ass!" 

-  Francesco  Di  Muro 

"A  DIME!" 

-  Adam  Stemthal 

"He  has  a  crush  on  Scalia." 

-  Andrew  Hodhod 


"He  so  seems  like  the  sort  of  person  who 

shouldn't  be  allowed  to  drive." 
-  Arnold  Engel,  referring  to  Mr.  Moffat 


"I  cannot  oppose  her  will;    .• 

only  a  man." 
-  Mr.  Sharmon,  referring  to  Ms.  Biggs 


I  am 


1  Dream  of  Zen 


The  great  Taoist  master  Chuang  Tzu  once  dreamt  that  he  was  a 
butterfly  fluttering  here  and  there.  In  the  dream  he  had  no  awareness 
of  his  individuality  as  a  person.  He  was  only  a  butterfly.  Suddenly,  he 
awoke  and  found  himself  laying  there,  a  person  once  again.  But  then 
he  thought  to  himself  "Was  I  before  a  man  who  dreamt  about  being  a 
butterfly,  or  am  I  now  a  butterfly  who  dreams  about  being  a  man?  " 


Student  reactions  to  this  story: 

"Dumb!  How  can  he  not  know  whether  he  is  a 
butterfly  or  not?!" 


"I  think  that  this  Zen  master  is  thinking  too 
much.  How  can  a  butterfly  dream?" 


"I  believe  this  person  is  an  affected  schizo, 
and  is  having  trouble  distinguishing  reality." 


"Is    this    really    reality?    Or    are    we    ALL 
dreaming  this?  THIS  IS  THE  MATRIX!" 


"I  can  identify  with  this  story.  Many  times  I 
don't  know  what  is  real  and  what  is  fantasy. 
Yesterday  morning,  I  woke  and  saw 
radioactive  pelicans  eating  my  underwear. 
After  beating  them  away  with  my  zebra  and 
baboon  hybrid  -  which  I  like  to  call  a 
'zeboon'  -  I  woke  up  wearing  my  sheets  as  a 
cape  riding  my  pillows  and  slashing  at  my 
beanie-babies  with  my  pen." 


"The  Zen  master  conforms  to  what  others 
think  of  him  and  allows  them  to  govern  his 
life.  As  a  society,  we  are  trained  to  be 
conventional;  any  person  who  strays  from  the 
beaten  path  is  viewed  as  a  deviant  -  an 
aberration.  It  is  time  we  break  these  chains 
and  liberate  humanity  from  their  self-imposed 
restrictions!  Let  human  creativity  and 
eccentricity  be  a  blessing!" 


If  you  have  any  "Herd  in  the  Halls  "  or  "Selwyn  Index"  suggestions,  please  write  them  down  and 
submit  them  to  one  of  the  editors.  We  will  not  accept  any  illegible  or  hurtful  suggestions. 
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SCHOOL  CANDIDS 


''■-i.-*--    ~^-. 


John  was  very  angry  to  have  not  been 
included  elsewhere  in  this  issue  of  Nexus 


"Now  where  did  I  put  my  pack  of  smokes?" 


Nino  marks  his  territory. 
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The  Selwyn  ndex 

No.  of  dollars  borrowed  by  Walter  since  September:  $8000 

No.  of  dollars  ever  borrowed  by  Walter:  2,4  million 

No.  of  dollars  paid  back:  $43 

No.  of  whales  killed  to  supply  Francesco  with  hair  gel:  72 

No.  of  little  sandwiches  Francesco  brings  to  school  yearly:  814 

No.  of  times  Marco  is  addressed  daily:  33 

No.  of  times  Marco  answers  back:  0 

No.  of  times  Marco  makes  obscure  hand  gestures  instead:  33 

No.  of  people  who  use  the  Selwyn  e-mail:  27 

No.  of  these  who  are  teachers:  26 

No.  of  these  who  are  Tim:  1 


Max,  Devo,  they  just  be 
keeping  it  real,  yo. 


No.  of  times  Mr.  Shannon  leaves  in  the  middle  of  class  in  a  day:  5 

No.  of  times  Mr.  Shannon  plays  a  computer  game  in  a  day:  5 

[Note:  we  had  a  statistic  about  Mr.  William  Mitchell,  but  it  was  Siiilencedl] 


Civil  community?  I  bash-a  your  head  in. 


